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lads a little cognac, wring- their hands, and bid
them be of good cheer, as we rattle off in the
waggon.

(I ana sorry to say, that three weeks afterwards
these men were murdered by the Cheyennes. The
Indians came to the hut, and, as usual, asked
for food and tobacco. Kelly put their dinners
on the table, which they instantly devoured. I
cannot say how the poor men came to be so
careless as they must have been, when the Chey-
ennes, catching them off their guard, lanced Kelly
through the heart, and shot Walden in the bowels.
Kelly fell dead, and Walden only lived a few
hours. A waggon caine up, and a white man
heard the story from his lips.)

The whole road is unarmed, unprotected; for
the two forts, Ellsworth and Wallace, each with
a couple of weak companies, stand at a distance
from each other of two hundred and twenty
miles. If they are able to defend themselves it
is thought enough. Pond Creek lies a mile from
Eort Wallace: a woman and her daughter, Mrs.
and Miss Bartholomew, live here; and when a
party of Cheyennes. came into the station yes-
terday, eating it up, and threatening to burn it
down, the woman sent a driver up to the fort,
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